ON THE ROAD

river with cargoes of contraband. There was also a great deal
of minor smuggling, and the practice was so smiled upon by
the Cantonese authorities that the Customs did not dare to
take drastic steps to eliminate it. The smugglers were par-
ticularly active in the coastal and delta regions around Macao,
Shekki and Kongmoon, and every night some scores of junks
crept through the tortuous creeks upon their illicit business.

The Commissioner of Customs at Kongmoon was a man
noted for his mildness of manner and patience of temper. He
let it be known that as long as the smugglers did not use
violence upon the Customs staff, if in the execution of their
duty they happened to apprehend a junk, he would make no
violent attempt to interfere with the trade at large.

One night a Customs watcher was murdered. When they
told the Commissioner he was very sorry, for he was a man to
whom violence in any form was abhorrent. In the gentleness
of his heart he forgave the smugglers their outrage, which might
possibly, he thought, have been an accident ; but he did men-
tion that they had better not do it again. Unfortunately for
the smugglers, they had never heard of a young man in the
Customs service who had been undergoing training at Peking
some years before these events. The young American was noted
for his mildness of manner and patience under offence, and some
of his more truculent colleagues made him a butt for their
humorous sallies, but they never provoked him to an angry
retort. But one evening when he had dressed for dinner and
was just going out, two misguided louts set upon him and tore off
the front of his shirt. The mild young man put out his hands
and seized his two adversaries by their necks, and rubbed their
stupid faces one against the other until there was no skin left
on either and blood flowed ; and he changed his shirt and
went off to his dinner party.

As I say, the smugglers knew nothing of this, and one night
another Customs man was killed. This event cast the Com-
missioner into a profound melancholy. He stretched out his
hands and collected all the Customs launches in his area, and
even borrowed one or two from his neighbours. He saw to it
that they were all armed and had a good supply of ammuni-
tion. At dawn the launches appeared among a great fleet of
smugglers' junks, and when the Commissioner gave the signal,
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